see the gay colors of costumes which to the untrav-
eled might perhaps suggest comic opera.

There is a wildness of the near East in this me-
dieval Italian town, a wildness which blooms and
fades between tall houses of stone, facing each other
so closely that friend might almost clasp hand with
friend leaning from window to opposite window.
Against the somber grays and browns of fagades,
set in the deep shadows of the paved alleys which are
Zara's streets, move brilliant colors, scarlet and sil-
ver, blue and crimson and silver.    Multitudes of
coins and curious heavy ornaments glitter on the
caps and the dresses of women. Enormous boys and
great* striding men, brave in embroidered jackets,
with bright-red caps too small for the head, silver
buttons, red sashes stuck full of weapons and other
Impedimenta, gaiters, and pointed shoes, march
hither and thither, calmly intent on some business
which has brought them in from the outlying dis-
tricts.   It varies, of course, with the changing sea-
sons.  In the latter part of October and beginning of
November most of the male peasants were selling
very large hares.   Live cocks and hens were being
disposed of by many of the women, and it is a com-
mon thing in Zara to see well-dressed people bearing
about with them bunches of puffed-out and drearily
blinking poultry, which they have bought casually
at some corner; by the great Venetian tower; or near
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